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Carlomar Arcangel Daoana 



Carlomar Arcangel Daoana was 
born in the City of Manila in 
1979. He studied at the Royal 
and Pontifical University of 
Santo Tomas where he majored 
in Literature. He is the author of 
four collections of poetry, with 
Loose Tongue: Poems 2001-2013 
as the most recent, published 
by the UST Publishing House 
in 2014. His other collections, 
The Fashionista's Book of 
Enlightenment and Marginal 
Bliss, were finalists to the Manila 
Critics’ Circle’s National Book 
Awards. In addition, Daoana 
received First Place and Second 
Place honors in the Carlos 
Palanca Memorial Awards for 
Literature, the Philippines most 
prestigious literary competition, 


in the English Poetry category 
with his collections, The Elegant 
Ghost (2012) and Crown Sonnet 
for Maria (2013), respectively. His 
poems have been anthologized 
in the Vagabond Asia Pacific 
Poetry Series (Sydney and Tokyo) 
and Naratif Kisah (Kuala Lumpur). 

Daoana was also selected 
as one of the international 
panelists for the 1st Kuala 
Lumpur Literary Festival held in 
2016. A regular columnist in the 
Arts and Culture section of the 
daily broadsheet The Philippine 
Star, Daoana teaches poetry 
writing, art writing, and other 
fine arts courses at the Fine Arts 
Department of the Ateneo de 
Manila University. 
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SIR 11 Aubade from the Third World 




SKI l Aubade from theThird World 


Aubade from the Third World 


Here is my neighborhood's portion of sky, its equatorial blue rinse. 
Here is a view of skyscrapers-cathedrals of commerce laddering up. 

Here is a line of road parallel to the pavement, acute angle 
To the streetlights and everything else. Here is the reproach of windows 

Outfitted with grilles, at once traps and provisions of escape. 

Here is the local hero spending his retirement by sweeping our street off 

Of excrement and dead leaves as an act of generosity to no one. 
Here is the light-the flat, unsnappable light-which stitches 

All of them so I can clutch this place in my mind, not unlike 
The saint cradling a town in the crook of her arm. When asked 

Where I was from, I can recall home like a dirty secret, a dis- 
Figuring birthmark. Beyond the circumference of my vision- 

Hemmed in by the MRT, billboards, Pasig River matted with 
Water hyacinth and trash-other cities, other kingdoms. 

They glitter upon the folds of the earth. They ring like crystal 
When touched. But who am I to forsake the clatter, the clutter 

Of the nearby junk shop, its hunks of metal, its sharp report 
Of alterations? Who am I to deny the parish church its right to have 

SAN ROOUE painted on its roof so God can identify it from His perch? 
Aren’t its panels of stained glass lovely? Doesn’t its clerestory suffice? 
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Who am I not to be drunk from the fragrant chemical scent 
Of the laundromat? The morning offered to me here is the same 

As that of the shining capitals of the world, played upon by washes 
And tints of fresh beginnings. Regardless of where we are, we scrawl 

Our names in an exhalation of carbon. Gravity fingers our spines. 
Location is destiny but we are determined to fullness by the affections 

We abide by. Under these signs I operate my fate: Mercury Drug, 
Cebuana Lhullier.JRS Express. Each day, I am delivered to a gap 

In my apartment opening to a sight of a woman worrying mascara 
To her lashes. Each day, I am made heir to small skirmishes, 

To loneliness, to stabs of happiness. So why should I not join them, 
My intimates, as the neighborhood puts a context to the wreckage 

That is my life,the refuse and scraps I have to inspect, weigh 
And make sense of the moment I ascend-Christ-like-from the sheets? 
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I |-|- I History of a House in 21 Fragments 


XII. 

ftniis § bksia ° &mmwmmzrs 

XIII. 

‘Is AitA3I A A i A AAA A ’ A A AT? A 

-^5M¥«BfcS ' A§i*» 

XIV. 

♦*r4iii7]ffiiHi^IA 
ffiAST~P ' BMitttS ’ AAi#fidfiI“P 

XV. 

SSffi3i±»A ■ Sg«M?tlME«i» 

> sr&sibm 

MKH&Tfit > ^ifrBU 


XVI. 

- ff# 

#B-HA+¥AARWHtii2 ° ilAWgS 
®aeim±«j* - ' mwei' 

XVII. 

HI- 

tiftiTDA —mmmm 
#g5>@AS 


14 


XVIII. 

J5JtS8&8S*#2a • MfgffiiffS ° 

asij-aitatia - , 

-mms, ’ ■ 


XIX. 

ABSticffifBJMIISeffi o iBSESrfrWg Et3 
HiiAfgga*«gf«A^ > ffiSA^fSitB 
• dfSieiteAMiSWB^T 

XX. 

Ba*«*^US 3 ae 93 K?? - - 

8-HH8S*?l?£ ’ StMiWfMt 
MisiaKsasfiA° 

XXI. 

m^gpFmzm ° 

@i!IK*fi • H^S»A'#AS£A » 


15 


I 14- I lixSiC&IMOISI-fy History of a House in 21 Fragments 


|-|- I History of a House in 21 Fragments 


History of a House in 21 Fragments 


I. 

1 

Here was the bahay no bato (wooden legs, stone skirt)— 
Two floors held standing by post and lintel-facing 
Obliguely to the east, so the ascending sun flickered 


II. 

Between the clapboard slats of its brown walls. 

The windows, louvered,slotted into grooves, adding 
Further transparency to the house, likewise recalled 


III. 

The porousness of wood. You could see passing bodies 
Sliced neatly by spaces between panels and exercising 
Decisions that resembled free will. A careful study 

IV. 

Might reveal something ordinary,transgressive. 

It was the boy who had all the time to observe, leaning 
Into the floor, getting glimpses of flesh submissive 

V. 

To water’s clarifying assault. On the sills of windows, 

Pots of sampaguita and oregano shedding 

Their leaves on the jutting first floor roof endowed 

VI. 

With rust and hardened excrement of cats. The boy 
Would broom off the offending material, meaning 
He was ready to be humiliated by the world. Whose ploy 


1 Stone house 

2 Jasmine 
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VII. 

Was it but his own? The sky relentlessly poured 
Its worry through cracks, holes, slits, missing 
Nothing but the space under floorboards. Should 


VIII. 

You claw open the slats,you would see balls of dust, 
White scorpions, strips of foil. The boy, conducting 
His own investigation,found orphan earrings, last 


Decade’s stamps, Bagong Lipunan coins. It was a house 
Where nothing was ever thrown out, making everything 
Difficult to find: matching pair of socks, towel with cow 

X. 

Print, a precious ring of uncle. Was the ring lost or pawned? 
But Jesus Who Follows You with His Gaze surveying 
From the wall near the stairs would have known 

XI. 

The culprit. The mirror, however, did all the talking, 

But only in the span of the event, never sharing 
In retrospect. It was the old woman’s, deflecting 

XII. 

What it wished to forget. Among the broken furniture, 

The mirror had the most wisdom, rectangularly revealing 
The moment by moment crisis, the terrible future 


3 New Society 
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toStcSMM-IW History of a House in 21 Fragments 






|-|- I History of a House in 21 Fragments 


XIII. 

Awaiting the house: fire. When she saw plumes of distant 
Smoke, she assuredly packed her meager belongings- 
Dresses unworn through the years, a large metal can 

XIV. 

Of tailor’s chalk, threads. The mirror was never more wrong. 
Workers armed with machetes and crowbars, loosening 
Nails,smashing foundations,swinging their strong 

XV. 

Hammer force on every surface, made the house cave in. 
The house opened to more sky and neighbors’ eyes, letting 
The wind to have a more organic shape, not countering 

XVI. 

The sun’s unremitting claim on 150 square meters 
Of once sovereign space. By then, its dwellers were riding 
In a cargo truck, jostling with beds, coffee makers, 

XVII. 

Sewing machines-anything to see all of them 
To a more fortunate life-foolishly investing 
Their faith on separate dwellings in apartments, 

XVIII. 

Condominiums, almost shanties. In less than a day, 

The house was sequestered in junk shops,transitioning 
From the actual to the archetypal, which is to say 
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XIX. 

It is no longer load-bearing, site-specific. Its freedom 
Resembles nothing of its old self, allowing 
The sky to claim it as its singular hearth, domed 

XX. 

With a perpetual glow that will never leak. Once a room 
Is entered, another disappears,swinging 
At the back of the head like a slim dream. Zoom 

XXI. 

Further in and you see the furniture gold-leafed, 

All the mirrors opaque. The once lost ring 
Is returned. Only the old woman has never left. 
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$m The Delay 



The Delay 


Adept at putting things off indefinitely, 
Throwing them like house keys on 
A surface easy to miss because apparent, 

We suffer the malignity of our neglect: 

The books and sheets ruined by burst pipes 
And leaks, the debt whose interest has 
Trebled, the wall bereft of a college diploma, 
The liver turned to pumice by hepatitis. 

Words, spare change to our family’s 
Unloveliness, remain unspent, ungambled 
So what transpires in their stead is a kind 
Of rasping silence hooked to the ear 

Of the nearly dead. A basket of flowers 
Affixed by the bedside should have 
Arrived years earlier, with a tender note 
Pre-dating coma and cardiac arrest. 

This is our curse: the delay rises, cools, 
Precipitates only to streak through 
The air, carve potholes of apprehension. 

We are its notable subjects, its underlings. 

Meanwhile, our better selves, spotless 
In their reputation and good shoes, 

Rap at train windows, gesticulating at us, 
Pulled by an inviolable resolve so swift 


22 


We have not even thrown a scarf 
They can wrap around their throats, 

Pressed an amulet into their palms. 
Befuddled, we trudge on the pavement 

Rehearsing the departure in our mind, 
Determining the point when our nerve 
Has failed us. Regret and remorse are 
The same thing under a magnifying glass. 

Had we been them, would we be safer, 
Happier, more acceptable to the world? 

How would we appraise the selves 
Crippled by evasion and indecision? 

Some things recur to be righted: my father, 
For instance, arriving from the hereafter, 
Wearing a fake Rolex and a lab coat similar 
To the one he wears in the only photo 

I have allowed in the house.“Papa,” I say. 

“I’m not yet ready to make amends.” 

Just like that, death reclaims him like a bond 
As a stay against some terrific act of God. 

The poem heals the gash of his entrance. 
Reckoning is what the living do all day. 
Punctual, well-behaved and benign, 

The dead have all the time in their hands. 
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8W The Delay 


Sestina for Street-side Sorrow 




ms.i+m^ eh b ir* 

IBS 

Kism ’ j mmwmmfcwm • 

: aMsatffw&a*» 

> mmmm 

ffKvBftfrt^EHBir 

WA • Jl^Rjjia-ffiUKffiA > AKJll s gl - 

t~ 

• hwhh °efTOsf* 
it® - MSff!#Tigjg - -mmm ° 

’ jpflS 

siiT-swAAK-g • « 

-SWAMSiafi^sfl 

PW^EHi 1 tg«»tAeig ° 
fiii+^fxw asbts: m$nnm7mm ° 


£*»ffl^33SM6fl««»fliBS 

• tmmm ° 

mmmmmx > ms&mstM&m&m • 


1 »Jg*Cuatrode Julio Wi r-feneggj £;* - " 


24 


> Sf* 

immmxi&m ° ip^s^tb > -tat 77®n 

eh b if 

K)A - ^»»7^®99fflf^?-fiffFiSS 

05 ws > mimmisfmmmizm • xmxm ° 


J1WISK; ■ }@SS»®£#4>«/itjl» 

St^*®AIE£a£fiS!JA65i?-SS*1* 

fiSaililSWAfgfeSISff-rf - fi—SWIIiS ■> 
MS*t0f ’ ajff^HWT-t^EHBW ° 


®isw - m » 

®4»Sfl7A^EHBSf ’ SPii7Pflffi±K)sf*° 
Rg®^S®gEB*XA7-H»/SIWE» 


25 


^SSHl^^SHC^nUB Sestina for Street-side Sorrow 




Sestina for Street-side Sorrow 


Sestina for Street-side Sorrow 


Nothing famous ever came out of Cuatro de Julio, 

The street that always interrupted the sleep 
Of its inhabitants, including my grandmother’s, 

Who had to listen through the bawling sorrow 
Of drunkards, the scampering of the police, 

All of us under their mercy: our inheritance. 

Largely debt and unhappiness, our inheritance 

Was not visible to those living outside Cuatro de Julio— 

If it were, other people, especially the police, 

Would have been more forgiving, allowing our sleep, 
Our silence and our poverty. Exposed to sorrow 
Like salt, we swallowed our tears, like grandmother. 

Setting up a house by the street, my grandmother 
Soldiered through a husbandless life, her inheritance 
From God. No one was a witness to this sorrow 
Except her five children and Cuatro de Julio 
Which, in its early years, was conducive for sleep. 

They would be meddlesome decades later, the police. 

Once, on my way to public school, I saw the police 
Chase my cousins for drug pushing. My grandmother 
Never intervened. Soap operas and afternoon sleep 
Were her chosen companion, her inheritance. 

For living so long in a street called Cuatro de Julio 
She should have been spared from this kind of sorrow. 

Sometimes, like shabu or cough syrup, sorrow 

Could be addictive. Even the steadfast among the police 

Are honeycombed by it. Patrolling Cuatro de Julio, 
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What wild sadness were they storing? My grandmother 
Could teach them a thing about this native inheritance 
So instead of beating their wives, they could sleep. 

In a riot or in the stoning of our house, I feigned sleep. 
There’s a limit to a boy’s body in containing sorrow; 
Feverish, 1 once wept complainingly over this inheritance. 
They were busy searching another’s house, the police 
But I knew she heard me loud and clear, my grandmother. 
In shame, I would write my address as Fourth of July. 

Grandmother,forgive me for forsaking my inheritance. 

I may have left Cuatro de Julio but not its sorrow. 

The police have one less thing to worry about now. Sleep. 
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*Nj£;H=-H Uprivei 




Upriver 


Upriver 


Confined into narrow boats-essentially coffins- 
Motorized as if by afterthought, painted with 
The blue of the tropics, set on a course upriver, 

Off to the dappled interior of Sarawak we enter. 

Extravagant doesn’t even begin to describe 
This shameless showmanship of light as it strives 
In earnest to speckle our bodies, the radiant flesh 
Of marine animals too far from here. Your English 

Is rendered useless-the eye of the camera captures 
The greens better than language-and the lurch 
Of the boat unannounced can’t be summarized 
By the curt, “That was fast." The wood prized 

For this purpose is water-proof, meant to skid 
On river stones so what we experience, instead 
Of the clench of the current, is the failure of grasp, 
The river giving way. When the hull strands 

On a dry segment-the grit underneath jarring 
The spine-it is time to let the rapt, hovering 
Mind take stock of what it can colonize: roots, 
Orchids, bromeliads, bridges plaited in rope. 

We aren’t sure whether the present resides 
In this forest which, in seamless strokes, braids 
The almost timeless with the eternally fleeting: 
Newts, sultans,travelers, creatures still evolving 
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Sight. When we take in the jungle this way, 
What do we fail to see? Strands of now, the lay 
Of the land simultaneously rolling from both 
Sides of the banks? If so, what is this boat 

Other than a stilling element for our attention, 
Affirming maplesslyan assured destination? 
How would this perspective inflect our tongues 
With the spare crystal of a new clarity? An 

Orangutan swinging in the leaves is what 
I want to see, rare as the sighting of the white 
Raja who, more than a century ago, once paced 
These Bornean forests, keeping the peace. 


WOiP Mountain Province 
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Wa3$P Mountain Province 


Mountain Province 


The moon douses the pines 
With chemical light, 
Soaking their roots as if, 

By scalding them as such, 
Something of earth 
In its blind sleep would 

Reveal itself: silver, 
Contiguous, indefatigable, 
That which will prove 

The landscape in its un- 
Movingness is a fraud 
And the tight rings of trees 

Are propelled outward 
By its generous spirit. 
Instead of stepping out 

And witnessing this 
Transubstantiation 
In a grand scale,this 

once-in-a-lifetime thaw, 

We choose our privacies, 
Not wanting this intrusion. 

What we want is to go on 
With our lives untouched 
By the unknown, confident 
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In our knowledge that 
Our own earthly powers 
Will suffice or simply, 

That the night, no longer 
Young, is just wiping 
Her own mirror in the haze. 
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fliO^P Mountain Province 


The Infidel in the Kitchen 
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The Infidel in the Kitchen 


The Infidel in the Kitchen 


How he shuffles with no motive and intent- 
His feet shod in hotel slippers-checking 
Out his ref for preludes of a meal because it is late, 
Because the dusk has complicated the light. 

Should we judge him for his solitude, 

His particular impoverishment, that whenever 
He inspects a patch of rot in a vegetable, 

He, in his attention, doesn’t once waver, 

Doesn't call it as mystery? His hunger is holy. 

No family upstairs that needs to be fed. 

In the living room,a television flickers 
Its multitudinous hues. It exists unwatched. 

Nothing conspires against the old bachelor 
As he, thumb on the blunt nape of the knife, 

Splits the onion into two. His eyes tear 
From the minute suffering of the given. 

If you watch him stride through his window 
At this very hour, you will see a monk, 

His bald patch his tonsure, confident 
In the gesture of his devotional task: 

When he turns its knob and hears a click, 

A stove will flourish into fire. The pan sizzles: 

Oil and water negotiating their boundaries, 

Smoke assailing the ceiling like the menace 
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Of manna. After this commonplace ritual, 

He knows whereof he sits: in a chair in front 
Of his dinner, in the kitchen that floats 
In space, like the planet outside of it. 
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SSiSs Song 


Song 


Song 


There’s nothing I can tell you that you don’t know yet 
Or at Least haven’t heard about-only.you have set 
Plenty of things to do for the day and firmly decided 
To disengage from the philosophy of the fools so-called, 
Declaring allegiance, in the face of unwithering belief 
In yourself, to the tight slots of the quotidian, bereft 

Of music and spectacle, picked terribly clean of oracle 
And superstition,their sole.susurrating miracle 
Is that they allow you to live without complication 
And the tragedy of endless rhymes and repetitions, 

The sheer ardor of it all being resolved to the world’s 
Immaculate plainness, tufts of slight, windless words 

Nodding their heads in agreement.“What’s wrong 
With waking up and interrupting the morning’s song 
To brush my teeth and tie my shoes, do my work 
And pay my taxes,” you ask. Nothing, and your luck 
Is something I respect.no condescension there. 

After all, the revealed is something I truly adore 

Since at first glance, the universe needs no improve- 
Ment on our part, operating its majestic improv 
Without any audience and theater, rehabilitating 
Its innumerable cells,shedding the excess, rounding 
Life’s corners to distinct awareness and flickering sight. 
Indeed, we are all lucky to be here and alive! 


42 


What’s the use then, as you imply, of dreaming 
And tinkering, of pursuing Lightning and building 
Empires-the many way of killing time-when 
We have been Launched adrift at the onset, challenged 
And buffeted from all sides and all we want to do 
Is to cross the channel with the LittLest pain and woe. 

But that doesn’t mean we play fence-sitters only, 

See the ball but not the game, the forest from the trees. 
The city where you are now has transpired through 
Hits and misses, the countless attempts to make it new. 
He who resists inertia is the messiah-no happenstance. 
Your life is purchased by chance so you can dance. 


#5? Happiness 
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Happiness 


In my frequent days of living alone, I make room 
For the bed where we coordinated our sleep, 

Our shed skins staining the sheets the color of weak tea. 

We were aspirants to an otherworldly kind of peace 
Though a fraction of me-mute and subconscious- 
Worried that you may leap from the bed, figure out 

The locks and run headlong to the outside, carlights 
Pulsing against your lids. You sleepwalked once, 

You told me, ending in a park where a swing, rusting 

In its chains, twisted and creaked. On the mattress 
We moved and parried like twins. I look at out nightly 
Conclusions not with wonderment but doubt. 

How did we ever manage such an arrangement when, 
The morning after, we would assume our old faces 
With little or no reluctance? I credit our little dance 

Before I slept: I cooking something for two, us 
Sharing dinner and small talk,you washing the dishes. 
This went on for years. I would watch you at the sink, 

Your back, shirtless, to me. I loved your waved hair, 

Your slight shoulders, your thin, unquestioning arms. 
Suds braceleting your wrists trained under a faucet, 

You lifted a plate like a slice of mineral,translucent 
And semi-precious. You were vivid in fluorescent light. 
Not once did I mention and call it the only thing it was. 
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Information on the Selected Poems 


By Carlomar Arcangel Daoana 


Aubade from the Third World 

Published in the first edition of Naratif Kisah, a literary journal 
based in Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia, this poem is a contemplation 
of the city, in particular of Metro Manila, where I am based. As 
the title suggests, it is a morning song for the metropolis, which 
is home to 20 million people, making it as one of the densest 
urban areas in the world. The poem narrates my view of this city, 
beginning with the surrounding neighborhood and expanding to 
encompass other natural and man-made features familiar to those 
who negotiate its complexity every single day: “MRT, billboards, 
Pasig River.” In this poem, I wish to contend that Manila, while 
sharing the character of some of the world’s most chaotic capitals, 
has its unique charms, and that it is my duty as a poet to sing all 
of it, as it “puts a context to the wreckage / That is my life.” 


History of a House in 21 Fragments 

Written in 2011, this poem is inspired by my childhood home 
which got demolished when its inhabitants decided to move on 
to other houses. Many of my relatives on the maternal side lived 
in this house which, for better or for worse, intertwined our lives 
together. We were still in the process of moving when the house 
was demolished plank by plank-a sight that pained me to see. 
I broke the poem down into 21 fragments to suggest how the 
house, being old, was taken down piece by piece. Unfortunately, my 
grandmother, who was the one who made the decision to sell and 
leave the house in the first place, died before doing so. In a way, 
she has been left behind, roaming the phantom rooms and halls 
of a house that no longer exists except in imagination and in this 
poem. 
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The Delay 

This poem, written in 2012, was prompted not by an actual 
personal experience but the thought of how-and why-people, 
such as my family, choose to delay doing things until there’s no 
more time left to do so. I begin to think of the alternative, the 
version of ourselves that are always prompt, that always act 
urgently. I ask: “would we be safer/ Happier, more acceptable to 
the world?” The fact that some things recur, in my head, means 
that it’s a chance for us to make them right. Sometimes, that 
chance is offered only by art, and even so, we still don’t take it, 
possibly out of fear, inertia, even hate. Even 
reconciling with the dead is too difficult for some of us to make. 
Paradoxically, they continue to wait and linger for forgiveness 
from the living, because they “have all the time in their hands.” 


Sestina for Street-side Sorrow 

Written in the Italianate form of the sestina, this poem is a 
meditation on the house alluded to in “History of a House in 21 
Fragments.” Here, I establish some of my memories of home: my 
grandmother and how she stood metaphorically for the house as 
well as “the bawling sorrow / Of drunkards, the scampering of the 
police.” As a child, I felt shame over it, writing our street as “Fourth 
of July” whenever asked and not the accurate Spanish name.Cuatro 
de Julio. It’s one of my most intensely personal poems. While I may 
have left the house and the neighborhood, I still carry this childhood 
sorrow anywhere I go. 
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Upriver 

I Love writing about the natural world, and here is the poem 
that exemplifies that. In this poem, I examine the mechanism of 
perception and how it navigates and negotiates through a new 
territory. The newfound place is the interior forest of Sarawak and 
its “long houses,” which I visited in 2011. To reach the location 
of these houses, one has to ride a boat upriver. The journey 
affords some of the most spectacular views: “roots,/ Orchids, 
bromeliads, bridges plaited in rope.” Because far removed from 
civilization, the forest strips one of the conventional concept of 
time, as it fuses together “(t)he almost timeless with the eternally 
fleeting.” In what way does this alter our perception? At the end 
of the poem, the persona simply wishes to see an orangutan-an 
extraordinary phenomenon even in these parts and “rare as the 
sighting of the white / Raja.” The white raja alluded to in the poem 
is the Englishman James Brooke, who first founded and ruled the 
Kingdom of Sarawak. 


Mountain Province 

Just like the poem “Upriver,” this is also a meditation on the 
natural world. The scenario is that of Sagada, one of the towns 
in Mountain Province, which is located north of the Philippines. 
The last time I went there, I saw how powerfully a full moon 
pour its light on the landscape. Mesmerizing, the sight actually 
evoked something akin to visceral fear. The feeling was one of 
overwhelming sensation that, instead of going out and “witnessing 
this/Transubstantiation/ In a grand scale, this//once-in-a-lifetime 
thaw,” the collective “we” choose to stay put, confident in knowing 
that, just like other natural phenomena, the sight, spectacular as it 
may be, will soon pass. 
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The Infidel in the Kitchen 

As a bachelor and with no plans of marrying soon, I sometimes 

imagine Living a solitary life in my oLd age, something I projected 
onto the “infidel in the kitchen.” While he may not have any 
outwardly visible religious Life, he actually lives a life of a 
contemplative, a monk, who believes that outside the confines of 
his house exists a larger, more rarefied reality. 


Song 

This poem, which has an evident rhyming couplet, is my song 
against inertia, against simply flowing with life. Writing for me 
is one of the ways with which one can take hold of his destiny, 
regardless of the Laws of life and nature, regardless of the forces 
buffeting us “from all sides.” Despite being here by “chance,” we 
have to celebrate existence and make it better with every chance 
we get. 


Happiness 

A portrait of-and an ode to-the domestic life, this poem 
celebrates the lives of two people who have decided to reside 
together in one house despite the possible challenges that may 
arise and impinge upon their relationship. The mundane events 
(the cooking, the washing of the dishes, the sLeeping together in 
one bed) may not seem much, but in hindsight, they constitute the 
building blocks of happiness, which they thought have alluded 
them all their lives. It’s been there all along. 
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Translator Note 


By LIU Weijen 


It’s an anxious experience as the first translator to introduce a 
poet in another language. 

Many English poems have been translated into Chinese over 
the years. Readers in Taiwan are familiar with various poetry 
anthologies. However, many poems are from United Kingdom or 
the United States, and many literary works have been studied 
extensively. These researches, critiques and previous translations 
are helpful to convey sophisticated meanings between words. 

When translating poems from unfamiliar lands into Chinese 
for the first time, I feel like drafting in the middle of ocean 
without anything to hold on. My knowledge sources about the 
Philippines are limited to media coverage, encyclopedias and a 
few books. Article of the work by Carlomar Arcangel Daoana are 
mostly unavailable online. I am deeply concerned about potential 
misunderstandings in the translation process due to unfamiliarity, 
so I humbly welcome all corrections. 

Daoana’s poems, in my impression, use modern languages, but 
unfamiliar cultural contexts. Readers should soon notice in original 
texts that the poet pays lots of attention to format consistency. 
Each section of his poems in this anthology has fixed numbers 
of lines, and mostly uses similar number of characters in each 
line. Under limitations, he utilizes length and depth of words to 
compose narrative and linguistic levels and rhythms. While poetic 
styles in the contemporary world are gaining freedom, the best 
poets can still demonstrate exquisite skills under constraints, or 
communicate contemporary or personal awareness via historical 
formats. 

Daoana is,without question,a skillful poet.“Sestina for Street- 
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TRANSLATOR NOTE 


side Sorrow", for example, adopts an ancient poetry format, sestina. 
Each sestina includes seven sections, and the first six sections 
include six lines each. The last words in each line in the first 
section are reshuffled in order, and used in subsequent sections at 
the end of each line. The last section, which contains three lines, 
must include these six words as well. These rules decide words in 
each line and the last section, and strictly regulate relationship 
and development between sections. Special restrictions intertwine 
six key images in sestinas. Many renowned works spin like a maze 
or dream, including the one by Daoana. He describes hometown 
environment that embarrasses him in childhood, old grandmother 
who builds the family home, struggles between law enforcement 
and community unrests, as well as sleep/legacy that evades/ 
sustains reality. He vividly talks about a youngster grows in noises 
and disturbances, and how he stands between escaping social 
restrictions and revisiting childhood nostalgia. 

Poetry is also about elevating and contemplating on images. 
In this anthology, Daoana connects phenomena with human 
predicaments and contemporary social developments through 
outstanding skills and intricate thoughts. Natural landscapes 
in "upriver” and “Mountain Province” are mirrors to reflect on 
human activities. In "upriver”, we follow the author to observe 
how adventurers from civilized worlds explore natural spectacles. 
Fantastic and exotic scenarios in “Mountain Province” inspire us to 
rethink how our fragile minds awkwardly persuade ourselves in 
front of the unknown. In “Aubade from the Third World”, the poet 
presents metropolitan sorrow and self-mockery by commoners in 
the contemporary capitalist society. His works in this anthology 
often add humor in struggles in modern life. While poems reveal 
the alienating quality in modernity, they also speak out how we 
pathetically succumb to and rationalize reality. His literary works, 
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however, also point out possibilities to discover authentic spiritual 
life within trivia. For listeners who abandon metaphysical ideals 
and surrender to routines, he talks about how precious it is that 
our lives are surrounded by countless possibilities in “Song”. In 
“Happiness”, he reminds us that all possible fears in life and trivial 
daily memories may be the only thing that matters in the world. 
In “The Infidel in the Kitchen”, the poet pushes narrative duality 
to the ultimate level. It underlines the ritualistic meaning of 
chores in our life, and also implies how those details can support an 
independent life in full. 

His linguistic skills and levels are definitely fascinating. 
Unfortunately, I can at most translate his works into a burlesque. 
To integrate as many meanings as I read into translated texts, I 
restructure order in words, select only one meaning in words with 
two, and add connecting interpretations into contexts. Obviously, 
these approaches sacrifice density and diversity in original texts, 
and turn Chinese version into a misreading. Daoana’s language 
is very English, but rarely difficult. No matter you can access 
to unique images and qualities in the original through my 
translations, I would highly recommend everyone to read those 
poems in English, so you fully experience duality in language, all 
levels of thoughts, and linguistic aesthetics. 

During translation and discussion process, I would like to thank H 
-cf , S® , ittJS , and WM. for their corrections and proofreading. I 
would also thank SEA Literature in Taiwan forum by Crimson Hall 
Poetry Society and Ministry of Culture. I hope these translations 
will bring you one step closer to Daoana’s masterpieces. 


Translated by Leonard CHIEN 
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Southeast Asian Literature in Taiwan is a literature project starting from 23.5 degrees North 
latitude where Taiwan is located, and navigates towards the equator. The project includes 
work translation and direct interaction with Southeast Asian writers in Taiwan through four 
thematic events-“TALKS",“READING GR0UPV‘W0RKSH0P",and “FORUM”. Using these events 
as catalysts and spaces for cultural interaction, we aspire to build mutual understanding and 
communication with other Southeast Asian countries. 
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In order to proceed the “Southeast Asian Literature Forum in Taiwan” from the basis of 
text, we collaborate with the Southeast Asian writers by selecting and translating their 
representative works into Chinese. These translated works are made into small booklets 
with their original version included, allowing easier reading and discussion for those 
interested in Southeast Asian literature. 
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Southeast Asian Literature in Taiwan 
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seasia.Literature2017@gmaiL.com 
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